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Cannes, a small town of the Department du Ver, is, or
rather should be, the Nice of France. If England owned a
spot so prodigally endowed with all the advantages Nature
can bestow, a beautiful town would long ago have been built
on those smiling margins.

Cannes, situated in a recess of one of the most charming
bays of the Mediterranean, and sheltered by the surrounding
highlands, is a sort of natural conservatory where reigns a
perpetual spring, and where the most delicate valetudinarians
find, during the severest winters, a sky ever clear and mild, a
balmy atmosphere, and the perpetual emanations of flower-
covered fields. Flowers are cultivated in that district as
grain and fodder are elsewhere, and fields of violets, of roses,
of heliotropes, instead of wheat, oats, and clover, supply a
large proportion of the perfumery used in both hemispheres.
The Isles of St. Margueritte, which it might not be impossible
to unite with each other by means of a dike, close the entrance
to the Bay of Cannes, and protect it against storms. The
railway of Toulon to Nice, which touches at Cannes, and
makes it easy of access, will, in all probability, give to this
privileged town the development to which it is in so many
respects entitled.

At the present day, however, Cannes of itself offers but few
comforts and attractions to strangers. Those who visit it are
drawn thither by the pretty villas built in the adjoining val-
leys, or on the charming heights that surround it, by foreign
residents. Lord Brougham has for many years owned a De-
lightful residence here, and the picturesque and splendid cha**
teau of Lord Lowndesborough is worthy of note.

It is only in a villa that any thing like comfort can be ob-
tained by an invalid, but it is very difficult to procure one, as
the owners have built them for their own use, and usually reside
in them with their families. It is seldom that one can be rented.

The retreat that sheltered Rachel's last days was not in
Cannes, but in Cannet, a little village in the environs, of very
difficult access. The road to it is from Cannes, and so ex-
tremely steep and rugged that at one point it i& altogether
impracticable to carriages and horses. The visitor to the
villa of M. Sardou, where Rachel received so generous a hos-
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